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So! L.et us go outside and learn

more about this." Longorio waved his
men before him, and followed them out
of the room and down the hall and
Into the night.

When a moment or two had dragged
past, Dolores quavered. "What are
they going to do with him?"

"I don't know. Anyhow, you need
not fear "

There sounded the report of a gun-
shot, deadened. Indeed by the thick
adobe walls of the house, yet sudden
and loud enough to startle the women.

When Longorio reappeared, he found
Alalre standing stiff and white against
the wall, with Dolores kneeling, her
face still burled In her mistress gown.

"Give yourself no concern," he told
them, quickly. "I beg a thousand par-
dons for Felipe. Henceforth no one
will molest you."

"Was that a shot?" Alalre Inquired

"Yes. It is all settled."
' "You killed him?"

The general nodded. "Purely for the
sake of discipline one has to be firm.
Now your woman is badly frightened.
Send her away so that we may reach
an understanding."

"Oh h! This is frightful," Alalre
gasped. "I can't talk to you. Go
Let me go."

The man pondered for an instant.
"Perhaps that would be better," he
agreed reluctantly, "for I see you, too,
Jire unstrung. Very well! Sly affairs
will have to wait. Take a few hours
to think over what I have told you.
When you have slept you will feel
differently about me. You will meet
me with a smile, eh?" He beamed
hopefully.

"Sleep? You expect me to sleep?"
"Please," he begged. "Beauty is like

a delicate flower, and sleep is the dew
that freshens It. Believe me, you can
rest In all security, for no one can
come or go without my consent. You
are cruel to postpone my delight ; nev-
ertheless, I yield to your feelings. But,
star of my life, I shall dream of you,
and of that little priest who waits with
the key to Paradise in his hands."

He bowed over Alaife's cold fingers,
then stood erect until she and Dolores
had gone.

CHAPTER XXII.

The Priest From Monclova. .

That was a night of terror for the
women. Although Longorio's disci-
pline was In some ways strict, In oth-
ers it was extremely lax. From some
quarter his men had secured a supply
of mescal, and, forgetful of Felipe's
unhappy fate, they rendered the hours
hideous. There were singing and quar-
reling, and a shot or two sounded from
the direction of the outbuildings. Morn-
ing found both Alalre and Dolores
sadly overwrought. But they felt
some relief upon learning that the gen-
eral had been unexpectedly summoned
from his bed at daylight, and had rid-
den to the telegraph office.

Profiting by his absence, Alalre ven-
tured from her room, racking her brain
to devise some means of escape. But
soldiers were everywhere; they lolled
around the servants' quarters; they
dozed in the shade of the ranch build-
ings, recovering from the night's de-
bauch; and an armed sentinel who
paced the hacienda road gave evidence
that, despite their apparent careless-
ness, they had by no means relaxed
their vigilance. A round of the prem-
ises convinced Alalre that the place
was actually guarded, and showed her
the futility of trying to slip away. She
realized, too, that even If she managed
to do so, her plight would be little
better. For how could she hope to
cover the hundred miles between La
Ferla and the Rio drande when every
peon was an enemy?

She was standing in one of the open,
sashless windows when her former
protector, the old lieutenant, bade her

cigarette.
"Well, it was a great night, wasn't

Jt?" he began. "And we have great
news this morning. We are going to
'fight you gringos."

"I hope not."
"To it will nrnh'aWif trn lisrH Tr- f h

you. Tell me, this city of Washington
Is a fine city, and very rich, is it not?"

"Oh, yes."
! "It's full of loot, eh? Especially the
president's palace? That Is good. One
can never believe all one hears."
. "Why do you ask?" Alalre was cu-

rious.
"I was thinking It would pay us to

go there. If your soldiers march upon
Mexico City, it would be a brilliant
piece of strategy for General Longorio
to invade the United States, would It
not? It would be funny to capture
Washington and hold your president
for ransom, eh?"

"Very funny," Alalre agreed dryly.
"How would you go about It?"

Pancho shrugged. "That Is the
trouble. We would have to march
around Texas, I presume."

"Around Texas?"
"Yes. You see, Texas Is a bad coun-

try ; It Is full of barbarians who know
:how to fight. If it were not for Texas,
:we would have the United . States at
our mercy. After some consideration,
he ventured this opinion: "We could
afford to pay the Texans for allowing
us to ride through their country, pro--
vided we stole nothing and paid for
me taiue we axe. well, lxmgorio IS
a great one for schemes: h i tit-tnt- .

over the telegraph with somebody at
- tuis moment. Perhaps It Is the presi
dent of Texas." x

"You are a poor man, are you not 7"
Alaire inquired.

"Jliserably poor."
"Would you like to make a great deal

of money?"
"Dios! That Is why I'm a soldier."

. "I will pay you well to get me two
horses "

But old Pancho shook his head vig-
orously. "Impossible! General Lon-
gorio Is going to marry you. We all
got drunk last night to celebrate the
wedding. Yes, and the priest Is wait-
ing."

"I will make you rich."
"Ho ! I wouldn't live to spend a single

peso. Felipe disobeyed orders, and
the general shot him before he could
cross himself. Boom! The poor fel-
low was passed in a minute. No. We
wjll all be rich after we win a few
battles and capture some American
cities. I am an old man; I shall leave
the drinking and the women to the
young fellows, and prepare for my old
age."

Seeing that she could not enlist Pan-cho- 's

aid, Alalre begged him to fetch
the priest.

"You wish spiritual comfort, ?"

"Perhaps."
"Well, he doesn't look like much of

a priest, but probably he will do. As
for me, I don't believe in such things.
Churches are all very well for ignorant
people, but we Mexicans are too Intel-
ligent ; we are making an end of them."

The priest "was a small, white-haire- d

man with a gentle, almost timid face,
and at the moment when he appeared
before Alalre he was in anything but
a happy frame of mind. He had under-
gone, he told her, a terrible experience.
His name was O'Malley. He had come
from Monclava, whence the rebels vhad
banished him under threat of death.
He had seen his church despoiled of its
valuables, his school closed ; he him-
self had managed to escape only by a
miracle. During his flight toward the
border he had suffered every indignity,
and finally Longorio had intercepted
him and brought him here, practically
In chains.

"What a situation! What chaos!"
he lamented. "The land is overrun
with bandits; there is no law, no au-
thority, no faith; religion is made a
mockery. The men are becoming infi-
dels and atheists, and in many places
they will not allow us to give comfort
even to their women."
' "Is It as bad as that?"

Father O'Malley shook his head sad-
ly. "You've no Idea. What do you
think of a people who forbid the men-
tion of God's name In their schools?
That is what the revolutionists are
doing. Candeleria claims that - the
churches are the property of the state.
He confiscates them, and he charges
admission. He has banished all ex-
cept a few of us priests, and has
shamefully persecuted our Sisters of
Mercy. Oh, the outrages! Mexico is,
today, "the blackest spot on the map
of Christendom." His voice broke.
"That Is the freedom, the liberty, the
democracy, for which they are fight-
ing. That is the new Mexico. And
the federals are not a bit better. This
Longorio, for Instance, this wolf he
brings me here, as his prisoner, to sol-
emnize an unholy marriage ! He treats
me like a dog. Last night I slept in a
filthy hovel"

"Oh I I'm sorry," Alaire exclaimed.
"But I'm half crazed with my own
troubles. You must come Into the
house ; the best ! have Is yours. You
shall be as much my guest as I can
make you. and perhaps you will help
me to escape."

"Escape?" The little man smiled
mournfully. "You are watched and
guarded, and so am L Even If you
got away from here, what then? You
can't Imagine the condition of the
country."

"I won't marry him!" Alalre cried,
with a shudder. "I won't I"

"He can't very well force you to do
so. But remember, these are war
times ; the man Is a fiend, and he puts
no restraint upon his desires. If he
Is madly bent on having you, how can
you prevent It? In normal times he
would not dare Injure one so promi-
nent as you, but now " Father
O'Malley lifted up his hands. "I only
wonder that he suggests a lawful mar-
riage. Suppose you refuse? Will he
not sacrifice you to his passions? He
has done worse things." After a mo-
ment's consideration, he said: "Of
course It is possible that I misjudge
him. Anyhow, If you desire, me to do
so, I will refuse to perform the cere-
mony. But I'm afraid it will Just
mean ruin for both of us."

"Surely he wouldn't harm you?"
The father shrugged. "What am I?

An obscure priest. Many of my broth-
ers are buried in Mexico. However,
I shall do as you wish."

As the day wore on Alalre realized
even more clearly the fact that she
was Longorio's prisoner. His men, in
spite of their recent debauch, kept very
good watch over her, and it was plain
that they would obey his orders, no
matter how extreme. It occurred to
her finally that he was staying away
purposely, in order to give her a fuller
appreciation of her position so that
she might beat her wings against the
cage until exhausted.

Afternoon came, then evening, and
still Longorio did. not return. Father
O'Malley could give scant comfort;
Dolores was a positive trial.

Half distracted, Alalre roamed
through the house, awaiting her cap-
tor's coming, steeling herself for their
final battle. But the delay was trying ;
she longed for the crisis to come, that
this terrible suspense might be ended.

At such an hour her thoughts natu-
rally turned to Dave Law, and she
found herself yearning for him with
a yearning utterly new. His love had
supported her through those miserable
days at Las Palmas, but now it was a
torture ; she called his name wildly, pas-
sionately. He knew her whereabouts
and her peril why did he not come?
Then, more calmly, she asked herself
what he, or what anyone, could do
for her. How could she look for suc-
cor when two nations were at war?

Night had come before she finally
gave up and acknowledged the hope-
lessness of her situation. She had
fought bravely, but with darkness her
fears grew blacker. She was on the
verge of her first breakdown, when,
in the early dusk outside, she heard
voices and the stamping of horses'
hoofs.' The sounds were muffled by
the heavy wooden shutters she had
taken pains to close and bar, but they
told her Longorio had returned. Since
It was futile to deny him entrance, she
waited where she was. Old Pancho's
voice sounded outside; then there
came a knock upon the door of the
room in which she stood.

"Come In," she said tensely.
The lieutenant thrust his head In,

and, removing his hat, announced,
'There Is someone here to see Gen-
eral Longorio on Important business.
He says you will do."

"L"
"Yes. He says he Is one of us
Pancho was pushed aside, the door

was flung back, and a man strode
swiftly into the lamplight. He paused,
blinking as if momentarily blindedv and
Alalre clutched at the nearest chair
for support. A roaring began In her
ears ; she felt herself sway forward as
If the strength had left her knees. She
heard Dave's voice faintly ; he was say-
ing:

"Take care of my horse. Feed and
water her well. Understand? When
General Longorio comes tell him I am
waiting here."

As if in a dream, Alaire saw the
Mexican go out, closing the door be-

hind him. Then she saw Dave come
toward her, heard him speak her name,
felt his arms around her.

Alaire did not swoon, but she never
could remember very distinctly those
first few moments. Scarcely knowing
what she did, she found herself cling-
ing to her lover, laughing, weeping,
feeling him over1 with shaking hands
that would not be convinced of his

She Heard Dave's Voice Faintly.

reality. She was aware of his kisses
upon her lips, her eyes, her hair; he
was saying something which she could
not understand because of that roaring
in her ears.

"You heard me calling," she told him
at last. "Oh, I was so frightened!"
She clung closer to him. After a time
she discovered that she was mechanic-
ally nodding and shaking her head at
the questions he was putting to her,
but had only the vaguest idea what
they were. By and by she began to
tell him about Longorio, speaking in a
sort of hypnotic murmur, as If her
words issued at his mental suggestion.
And all the time she snuggled against
his breast.

"Dearest !" Dave held her away in
gentle hands. "I was afraid you'd go
to pieces like this, but I had to break
through the best way I could. I learned
you were here and something about
what was going on from the people at
the next ranch. But I expected to find
him here, too."

"How did you manage to get here?"
"I hardly know. I just wouldn't let

'em stop me. This lieutenant wouldn't
let me in until I told him I was from
Monterey with important news. I don't
remember all I did tell him. I tried to
get here last night, but I had trouble.
They caught me, and I had to buy my
way through. I've bribed and bullied
and lied clear from Romero. I reckon
they couldn't imagine I'd risk being
here if I wasn't a friend."

It was more Dave's tone than his
words that roused Alaire to an appre-
ciation of what he said.

"Are you alone?' she asked, in vague
dismay. "Then what are we going
to do?"

"I don't know yet. My plans ended
here."

"Dave ! You rode in just to find me I

Just to be with me?"
"Yes. And to get him." Alaire saw

his face twitch, and realized that it
was very haggard, very old and tired.
"They lifted my guns a bunch of fel-
lows at the Rio Negro crossing. Some
of them were drunk and wouldn't be-
lieve I was an amigo. So I finally had
to ride for it."

; "Can't you take me'' away?" she
asked, faintly. "What will you do
when he comes?"

"I reckon I'll manage him somehow."
His grip upon her tightened painfully,
and she could feel him tremble. "I
was afraid I wouldn't find you." I
O God, Alalre!" He buried his face
in her hair.

"I had at terrible scene with him last
night. He insists upon marrying me.
I I was hoping you'd come."

"How could I, when nobody knew
where you were?"

"Didn't you know? I wrote you." He
shook his head. "Then, how did you
learn?"

"From Jose. I caught Lira wltLLn zn J
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hour of the murder, and made him tell
me everything."

Alaire's eyes dilated; she held her-
self away, saying, breathlessly: "Mur-
der! Is that what it was? He Lon-
gorio told me something quite differ-
ent."

"Naturally. It was he who hired Jose
to do the shooting."

"Oh-h!- " Alaire hid her face In her
hands. She looked up again quickly,
however, and her cheeks were white.
"Then he won't spare you, Dave." She
choked for an Instant. "We must get
away before he comes. There must be
some way of escape. Think!"

Tm pretty tired to think. I'm pretty
hear played out," he confessed.

"They're watching me, but they'd
let you go."

"Now that I'm here I'm going to stay
until "

She interrupted, crying his name
loudly, "Dave !"

"Yes. What is It?"
"Walt! Let me think." She closed

her eyes; her brows drew together as
if in the labor of concentration. When
she lifted her lids her eyes were alight,
her voice was eager. "I know how. I
see It. He won't dare But you must
do what I tell you."

"Of course."
"No questions. Understand?"
When he nodded Impatiently she ran

to the door and, flinging It open, called
down the hall :

"Father ! Father O'Malley ! Quick I"
Then she summoned Dolores.

The priest answered ; he hurried
from his room and, with a dazed lack
of comprehension, acknowledged his
swift Introduction to Dave. Alalre was
keenly alive and 'vibrant with purpose
now. Dolores, too, came running, and
while the men were exchanging greet-
ings her mistress murmured something
in her ear, then hastened her depar-
ture with a quick push. Turning upon
the others, Alalre explained:

"I've sent for some of the women,
and they'll be here in a minute. Fa-

ther, this man has come for me. He
loves me. Will you marry us before
Longorio arrives?"

"Alaire!" Dave exclaimed.
She stilled him with a gesture.

"Quick! Will you?"
Father O'Malley was bewildered. "I

don't understand," he expostulated.
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

NO EXCUSE FOR ANY WASTE

Uneaten Cereal and Stale Bread May
Be Used to Advantage by House-

wife, Say Experts.

Do you know
That every bit of uneaten cereal can

be used to thicken soups, stews or
gravies?

That stale bread can be used as the
basis for many attractive meat dishes,
hot breads and desserts?

That every ounce of skim milk or
whole milk contains valuable nourish-
ment?

Government food experts are asking
these questions of all housewives.

Use every drop of milk to drink or
to add nourishment to cereals, soups,
sauces and other foods, they urge. If
you do not want milk to sour, keep It
cool, clean and covered, continually.
Remember, too, that sour jnilk, butter-
milk and sour cream - are valuable in
cookery, so do not waste any. Sour
milk and buttermilk can be used with
soda in making hot breads, or sour
milk can be turned easily into cottage
cheese, cream cheese, or clabber. Sour
cream Is a good shortening in making
cakes and cookies and useful for salad
dressing and gravies for meat.

A Clever Burro.
A friend tells us the following about

Rowdy, a burro he bought as a foal
in Colorado and brought home to Mas-

sachusetts for his children : "Rowdy is
now an aged pensioner, but he has
been as clever a little pet and servant
as one could wish. His friendship for
the family cow has, been one of the
distinguishing features of his career.
They used to stand side by' side in
the stable, and in the pasture would
actually play tag. The cw began
years ago with her rough tongue to
lick Rowdy's face. When he attempted
to reciprocate the courtesy, his smooth
tongue made no impression. This then
is what we have seen him do a hun-
dred times: He would find a small
stick, take it in his teeth, and scratch
the cow all about the eyes, and ears
and horns." Can anyone call this in-

stinct? Was such an Idea tucked away
in Rowdy's brain when he was born,
a part of his inheritance from genera-
tions of ancestral burros? That
would seem out of the question. We
are inclined to think that Rowdy
thought out the stick Idea for himself.

Our Dumb Animals.

Magnetic Pole Moves Pendulumwise.
The magnetic pole does not, as has

generally been believed, move in a cir-
cle around the geographic pole, but
oscillates exclusively on the Pacific
ocean side. This has just been proved
by Emlle Belot, who has presented to
the French Academie des Sciences a
curve representing the motion of the
magnetic pple since the year 1541.

The motion of the magnetic pole is
almost a spiral, but its speed varies.
From 15S0 to 1765 It averaged 12 kilo-
meters a year. For the last 100 years
It has averaged only 8 kilometers a
year. M. Belot likens it to the oscilla-
tion of a pendulum, which slows up
as it approaches the ends of its swing.
The period of Its swing Is about 800
years.

Trapped!
Witness He looked me straight In

the eye and "

Lawyer1 There, sir, you've flatly
contradicted your former statement.

"How so?"
"You said before that he bent his

gaze on you. Will you please explain
how he could look you straight in the
eye with a bent gaze?"

Witness collapses.

Economy.
"I dont see Piute Pete around here

any more," remarked the traveling
salesman.

"No," replied Broncho Bob. "The
Ieadin citizens all . chipped In . an
bought him a railroad ticket.

"Rather generous."
"Not altogether. We figured that

the railroad ticket was cheaper than
a tombstone.

GIRL OF 14 SOLDIER'S WIFE

While Her Husband Fights in France
Young Bride Will Go to

School in This Country.

A fourteen-year-ol- d schoolgirl be-
came a soldier's wife In Brooklyn re-
cently, thus following the example of
her mother, who became the bride of
one of Uncle Sam's men in khaki 14
months ago.

Mattie Lee Hudsbeth of Douglas,
Ariz was the latest bride, says the
Brooklyn Eagle. The soldier boy who
became her husband is David Eugene
Henry of Spring, Tex. The bridegroom
is only twenty-two- , and a member of
the Twenty-secon-d infantry, now sta-
tioned at Fort Hamilton. -

The girl's stepfather went abroad
with General Pershing, and Is now
"somewhere In France." His wife
planned to join him and come East.
While waiting passports here her
daughter met Henry, with whom she
became acquainted in Arizona, two
years ago.

AVhlle the" bride's mother is absent
in France her daughter will remain
here and attend school.

The Politest Man.
Vice President Marshall declares

that the politest man lives in Newark,
Ohio. Mr. Marshall made a campaign
speech there last fall. When he was
about half through, a man made his
way quietly from the rear of the room
up to the edge of the platform, "wait-
ed until Mr. Marshall paused to swal-
low, at the end of the paragraph, and
then offered to shake hands with the
vice president.

"I'm sorry, but Pll have to bid you
good night," the man said. "I've got
to go home now." F. C. Kelly, In Co-
llier's Weekly.

SKIN TORTURES

That Itch, Burn and Scale Quickly Re-
lieved by Cuticura Trial Free.

It takes about ten minutes to prove
that a hot bath with Cuticura Soap
followed by gentle applications of
Cuticura Ointment will afford relief
and point to speedy healment of
eczemas, itchings and irritations. They
are ideal for all toilet purposes.

Free sample each by mail with Book.
Address postcard, Cuticura, Dept. L,
Boston. Sold everywhere. Adv.

Doris Idea.
Doris father raised ''chickens, and

Doris understood all about setting
hens. One day she was taken to see
the new litter of puppies. They were
curly black balls cuddled down beside
a smooth tan mother.

"Are those really Emmy Lou's pup-
pies?" Doris asked.

"Yes, dear," she was told.
"Well, then," she remarked In a dis-

gusted tone, "she couldn't have sat on
her own eggs."

Now She's Angry.
He I wonder what the meaning of

that picture is? The youth and the
maiden are in a tender attitude.

She Oh, don't you see? He has
just asked her to marry him, and she
is accepting him. How sweet ! What
does the artist call the picture?

He (looking about) Oh, I see. It's
written on a card at the bottom
"Sold."

Embarrassed.
"You ought to have seen Gladys in

her stunning bathing suit."
"I thought I ought not to."

Red Cross Ball Blue, made in America,
therefore the best, delights the housewife.
All good grocer. Adv.

A cornet may be justas big a nuis-
ance as a full-fledg- corn.
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Its Advantage.
"Beauty Is but skin deep.
"But then you can't skin ugly peo-

ple to see the good underneath.

A photographic process for print-
ing textiles or wallpaper has been in-

vented in England.

The cost of experience Is never fully
realized until one goes to law.
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Knew Father's Weakness.
Johnny B , who has seen eight

summers go by, not very long ago de-
veloped a fondness for playing "hook-
ey" from school. After two or three
offenses of this kind he was taken to
task by his teacher.

"Johnny," she said, "the next time
you are absent I want you to bring me
an excuse from your father telling me
why you were not here."

"I don't want to bring any excuse
from father," protested the boy.

"Why not?" asked the teacher, her
suspicion plain.

" 'Cause father Isn't any good at
making excuses. Mother finds him
out every time." Rehoboth Sunday
Ilerald.

Once Was Enough.
"My wife never rouses me up to cut

the grass before breakfast."
"Is that so?"
"Yes; she tried it once, and I was

so sleepy that I ran the lawn mower
all over her flower beds."

Sfirae young men would get along
better If they had less point to their
shoes and a little more to their

Castor

J2 tbs

What Did MeanT
Mulford to sing

and play a deal. I have not
heard her lately.

Stllford Since have had chil-
dren she had no

Xlulfcrd Ah, children such a
!

has technical colleges,
attended by stu-

dents.

An Iowa inventor's scarecrow
makes it emit

bellows at, Intervals.

i

Tfis goody that Is
beneficial teeth
and stomach is
best for children

Wrtsiey's
n i li Itl il il II

to all aes. It
massages and
strengthens
the gums
keeps teeth
clean
breath sweet
aids appetite
and digestion

A Scheme.
Two young Irishmen in a Canadian

regiment were going into the trenches
for first time, and their captain
promised them five shillings for
every German they

Pat lay down to rest, Mick per-
formed the of watching. Pat had
not lain long when he was awakened
by Mick shouting:

"They're comin'! They're I
"Who's comin'?' shouts Pat.
"The Germans," replies Mick.

many are there?"
"About fifty thousand."
"Begorra," shouts Pat. jumping

and grabbing his ri3e. "our fortune's
made!" London Opinion.

Couldn't Do It.
Short I say, old man, you lend

me ten dollars?
Longley Impossible. I've tried to

lend you money several times, but you
always seem to look upon it as a gift.

A factory in which radium Is being
produced has been opened In Scotland
by a Scotch chemist.

Through a man's tongue get a
glimpse of his brain or thereof.

Ch Sid pen Cry Foe3

Whst Is CASTORIA
Castoria is a harmless substitute for 03, Paregoric, Drops
and Soothing Syrups. It is pleasant. It contains neither Opium,

nor other narcotic substance. Its age is its guarantee.
For more than thirty years it has been in constant use for the
relief of Constipation,. Flatulency, "Wind Colic and Diarrhoea;
allaying Feverishness arising therefrom, and by regulating the
Stomach and Bowels, aids the assimilation of Food; grrins
healthy and natural sleep. The Children's Panacea The
Hother's Friend.
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